tA pleafant £ omedy, of 

Throw cold water on your collor, come go with me 
Through the fields to Trogmore, and He bring thee 
Where Miftris Anne Page is feafting at a farm houfe, 
And thou fhalt wear her cried game : fed I well bully 
Dotf. Begar excellent vel : and if you fpeake pour 
tnoy.l fhall procure you de guefts of all de gentleme 
mon patients.Ibe-gar I fall. 

Hofi. For the which lie be thine aduerfary 
To Miftris Anne Page : Sed I well ? 

Doff.l be-gar,excel!ent. 

Hofl. Let vs wag then. 

Doct. Alon,alon,alon . 

Exit omnes . 

Enter Sir Hugh and Simple . 

Sir Hu. I pray you do fo much as fee if you can efpy 
Do<ftorC4y^coniming,and giue me intelligence, 
Or bring mevrde it you pleafenow. 

Sim! will fir. ; 

Sir Hu. Iefnu pies me, how my hart trobes & trobcs 
And then {he made him bedes of Roles, 

And a thoufand fragrant poles, 

To (hallow riuers.Nowfokad vdgcmc,my hart 
Swels more and more.Me-thinks I can cry 
Very well.There dwelt a man in Babylon, 

To {hallow riuers and tofalles. 

Melodious birds fing Madngalles. 

Sim. Sir, here is M.P^,and M .Shallow, 
Comminghither as faft as they can. 
sir Hu. Then it isvery neceffary Iputvp myfword, 
Pray giuc me my cowne too^marke you. ^ 


the merry Wines of Wind for. 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Pa. God faue you Sir Hugh. 

Shal.G od fane you M-Parfon. 

Sir Hu. God pics you all fro his mercies fake now. 
Page. What,the word and the fword, doth that a- 
gree well. ? 

Sir Hugh. There is reafons and caufes in all things, 
1 warrant you now. 

P^.Well fir Hugh, we are come to crauc 
Yourhelpe and furtherance in a matter. 

Sir Hugh. What is it I pray you ? 

Pagelfaxh tis this fir Hugh. There is an auncient 
friend of ours,a man of very good fort,fo at ods with 
one patience , that I «lm fure you would hartily grieue 
to fee him. No w fit Hugh, you are a fchollcr well red, 
and very perfwafiue, we would entreateyoutofeeif 
you could intreate him to patience. 

Sir Hugh! pray you who is it ? Let vs know that. 
Page. Ime fure you know him,tisDo<ftor Cayut. 
Sir Hug. Ihadasleeue you fhould tell mee of a 
melfe of porredge, 

He is an atrant lowfie beggerly knauc : 

And he is a coward befide. 

Puge .Why lie 1 ay my life tis the man 

That he fhould fight withall. 

\-' ' ' . . . 

Enter Doctor and the Hofi, they offer to fight, 
shal Keep them afunder,take away their weapons, 
fib/?’ Difarme, let them queftion. 

Shal. Let them keepe their limbes hole, and hacke 
ourEnglilh, 

* Do&. 







